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far in disquisition, description, and speculation,
only because, without the aid of an inspired
eye, it is impossible for him to discover the
clue that guides through tlie labyrinth, or to
keep his feet upon tlie narrow way of moral
truth. A large part of that moral truth is
always, however, significantly revealed by the
surviving monuments of a nation; and this
department of hieroglyphic interpretation is
not beyond the range of common faculties. In
the scarred and rifted walls of Constantinople
the traveller finds abundant traces of the chisel
wielded by that Providence " which shapes our
ends, rough-hew them as we may." In them
the history of half the world lias been written
with an iron pen. It will not be time thrown
away, if we cast back a traveller's brief glance
upon the fortunes of that great city which has
known most of Fortune's favours and of her
despite; and in whose destinies,, not yet fully
accomplished,, those of our race are involved.